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an ash-coloured cane as slender and straight as himself, and
prepared to be amiable and polite to everybody, not even
excepting his younger daughter.
Both the pockets of the professor's light tweed coat bulged
a little, for he evidently anticipated interludes in the proceed-
ings wherein a word of the greatest of all philosophers might
be appropriately snatched; but his mood was as unruffled as
the weather, and he skipped about from one to another of the
party with a lively volubility that astonished them all.
In the general confusion of the start there was quite a con-
clave outside Jenny's house, while Thuella, dutiful for once
in her life, ran in to have a word with her sister.
Wizzie noticed that No-man began at once arguing with
Claudius, and she gathered that it was the old topic they were
debating—the topic she had heard till she was utterly weary
of it—the topic that seemed to demand that you had to pit
the word "subjective" against the word "objective," as if these
expressions—totally meaningless to her mind—had been a
pair of fighting-cocks.
The elated professor—for it was soon clear to Wizzie that
the whole Glymes party were in high spirits—had stopped an
impatient member of the Salvation Army, whose band always
gathered in that part of the town for their march to chapel,
and was telling him—as far as she could catch his words—that
Midsummer Eve ought to be a great occasion with a sect like
his, which had revived, under the Christian symbols of blood
and fire, the old Dionysian ecstasy of salvation. The Salvation
Army man rested his weight, and the weight of his musical
instrument which the professor called by some Greek name
Wizzie couldn't catch, first on one leg and then on the other,
while he struggled to escape; and if the girl didn't wonder
what that "college in the Midlands" could have derived from
such fantastic studies, it was only because what she heard
from Mr. Wye kept being interrupted by what she heard from
D. No-man as he argued with Claudius.
"It isn't just sensation that I live for," D. was saying.
"It's something that has behind it more than you think—
the feelings of our race for thousands of years. For instance,
this morning, warm though it was, I lit a fire in the grate to
celebrate Midsummer's Eve. What are all your electrical
apparatuses compared with a fire that I light with my own

